XII
"FIFTEEN SEASICK CHILDREN"

AT the offices  of the  Children's  Overseas
Reception Board in Berkeley Street, off
Piccadilly, we are working overtime interviewing
escorts.

Already 200,000 children are registered for
emigration to the Dominions, and our next task
is to make a list of dependable travellers ready
to accompany them. One of the escorts chosen
is named Mary Cornish; she is a music teacher
from Baker Street. She impresses us as courage-
ous and responsible, but we shall not know the
full measure of her quality until late in September,
after she has kept six boys alive for eight
days in a lifeboat from the torpedoed City of
Benares.

Since Richard and Hilary sailed from Liver-
pool, I have been working in this new and hastily
.constituted  government  department,  with  its
five  hundred   members   recruited   from   less

- harassed branches of the Civil Service.   The
news of the children's safe arrival in Montreal,

- awaited through hours of nightmare-ridden dark-
ness,, has sent me in gratitude to Fate and the
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